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Sylvia

Deborah Digges

"They thought that death was worth it, but I
Have a self to recover, a queen..."

S. Plath, "Stings"

Sylvia, you are with me like last night's boiled shrimp,
Consumed in hasty hunger,
Yet the acrid finality seeps up for days.
Sometimes I dream of you, and wake up screaming;
Admittedly I compromise-
Admittedly I am a bitch.

The week of my thirteenth birthday,
You opened your oven like some aromatic gift.
I knew nothing of it,
I had just gotten breasts.
I was concerned with Cuba and starting a period.
Where you writing then?
They say you wrote to the end.

I used to think of Emily, and see myself
Dreading the robins, year after year,
Hiding my poems away like rotting bandages...
I've yet to make a decision-
I've never been abroad-
Is this of any consequence?

And I analyze, I'm a freak for subtlety,
A fool, believing you're like me;
I write because there is little else to do,
Rising early to perform the task or two:
A stinking pile of objectivity,
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A runny mess.
I'm left, today, with you, and
"Captivity is consciousness,"
Can I accept that, now?

I've had lovers and worn them like fingers,
I've a child who kneads me, like dough.
I'm not untouchable, like you,
I've been touched too much,
Infact I've touched too mucy myself-
My hands are sticky with glue.

I see your name in everyting I read.
How they love to write about you, now.
Friends of yours with elegies and sighs,
"If we had only known..."
I think that you might smile,
Not cruely.

And when they say you should have lived to write, again,
I know that I am like they,
Political, and whining for a show.
Still, you are my martyred queen,
And secretly, I know, in life,
I might have hated you.

Deborah Digges placed second in statewide competi-
tion in the Ina Coolbrinth Memorial Poetry Contest.
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The Creation

Deborah Digges

It's the thing, now, to dig up the fifties.
Everyone lived then,
Oh how they lived then,
Everyone had a green thumb.
Daddy read Tolstoy and Wallstreet;
His broker, a fidgity near-sighted digit,
Kept howling for daddy,
And daddy howled back,
"Watch out for the Russians!
Watch out for the dogs!
They're always to blame,
No doubt!"

Children were nothing
To raise, those days,
Little dollies with pedigree smiles.
Mother howled, too
And had more of the same,
It was all so easy,
So easy.
A million bet on a hound dog,
A million climbing the markets,
We went to church every Sunday,
Mushrooms grew wild--
What a blast.

II. I was told that I was created in Eden,
But in fifty, they shook the tree.
A fifties child, with a fifties style,
My eyes on the sides of my head
Like a dog,
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